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Somebody pushed me from behind and I found that
Mahomed Salie had also hurried to watch the pro-
cession that meandered past the house. Something like
a hundred and fifty people must have been in the crowd,
which took a goodly number of minutes to get through
our alley. " God is great! God is great!" some marchers
kept shouting and from other sides rang answers taken
from the Fatiah.

"What is this?" I inquired of the Matof.
"This," he said, "is a club that has saved money to
visit the Prophet's Grave in Medina. They go there
from Mecca, because they must make some pilgrimage
and cannot do so to the Haram when they live only a
few paces away from it. So they travel through the
desert to the north chanting all the time and that con-
stitutes their Haj."

"Don't the Bedouins rob them?"
Salie laughed.   "They have nothing and the Bedouins
know it"

I watched the Hajis moving towards the city gate
whence their sweet and high-pitched voices continued
to ring until the dawn enabled them to begin their one
hundred mile trek on mules and camels to Medina.
The Matof mentioned that most of the pilgrims saved
money for a whole year before they could afford to leave
and that some even economised in food and clothing
in order to carry through their duty.

One of Islam's insoluble puzzles is the fact that its
most fanatic believers, the tribesmen of Neijd Desert
delight in plundering and dragging into slavery those